"Far FE was my py young, 2 be ar 1 — 
Bo hath no Wife, he is no Cuckold. © . cal ne” 
8 Cube pag. — 
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Wha ken the Benefit of Wines N 


And you wha, lavghing, ſcud brown Ale, 


„ 1 Jinks a wee, WE hear a Tale. 
AN honeſt Miller wond in Fife, CORE xo 


That had a young and Wanton Wife, 8 ä 8 


Wha ſometimes thol d the Pariſh Prieſt | NE 
To mak her Man g Tea bord Beaſt: bs act 8 5 1 


He paid right many if cl herz RO 
: to * in with hn the Miller, 5 SEICHs 


“6 
He endearour' aft to mak him happy, 
Where er he kend the Ale was nappy. 


Sic Condeſcenſic ion in a Paſtor, 
Enit Halberr's Love to him the faſter J 
And by his Converſe, troth ? tis true: 
Hab learn'd to preach when he was fou, 
Thus all the Three were wonder pleas'd, 
The Wie well ſerv'd, the Men well ed. 
This ground his Corns,- and that did cherith 
: Himſel with dining round the Pariſh. 
Beſs the Good-wife thought it nae Stu, 


Since ſhe was able to ſerye them baith. 


W HEN equal is the N ight and Day, 

And Ceres gives che Schools the Play, 
A Youth ſprung frac a gentle Pater, 
| Bred at Saint Andro 85 Alma Mater, | 
| Ae Day gawn HimewalZ it fell late, 
And him benighted by the Gate: 
To ly withour, ir mik did ſhore him; ; 
He coudna ſee his Thumb before him : 15 
But, Clack, clack „ clack, he heard a l, 
Whilk led him be the Lees; there. 
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To tak the Threed of Tale alang; 


This Mill to Halbert did belang. 
Nox leſs chis Note your Notice claims, 


| The Scholar's Name was Maſter Fame, 95 


* * . 
8 — 


Now, Cain Muſe, the Prelude paſt, „ 
Smoothly relate a Tale ſhall aſt | : 1 
| As lang as Alps and Grampian Hills, | 
As lang as Wind or Warex-mills, 


| Tn enter'd Janet; 2ab aw and kend him, | 
And offer kindly to befgjend bim, e 
Wich ſic good Chear as he cou'd make, po 
. Baith for his ain and Father's Sake. - 
The Scholar thought himſel right bed, 
And gave him Thanks i in Terms well bred, 
Quoth Hab, 1 canna leave my Mil, Y 
As yerz--» but lep ye weſt the Kill, 
A Bow ſhot, and yel find my Hame, 


Sae warm ye, and crack with our Dame, 
Till I Tet aff the Mill, tne we 
Shall tak what Beſſy has to gie. 
Fames, i in Return, What's handſome 1 


| ” Oer Ke to tell, and aff he e bee „ 


0 1 8 9 by 
Our of the Houſe ſome Light did line, wo WE 
| Which led him till't as with a Line, | as 7 
Arrivd, he knock'd, for Doors were bet y 1 


Straight throw a Window Beſh keekir, | | 


And cries, Wha's that gi'es Fowk a a Fright | 
At fic untimous Time of Night. 


|. OA with good Humour, maiſt a 
Tald her his Circumſtance completely. 
LY dinna ken ye, quoth the Wife, 

tr And up and down the Thieves are rife; 
Within my lane, I'm but a Woman, | 
6 Sae gil unbar my Door to nae Man: | - 
« Bur ſince *tis very like, my Dow, 
« Thar all ye" re telling may be true, | 
4 Hae there s a Key gang in your Way, 
4 At the neiſt Door there's braw Ait- Strae; 5 


44 Streek down upon't, my Lad, and _ 

15 '© They re no ill lodg'd that get a Barn,” 

Thus after meikle Clitreer-clatter, 

James fand he coudna mend the Matter; 

And ſince it might not better be, 

With Reſignation took the Key, 

Vnlock't the Barn, — clam up che Mou, 


Where Was an opening near the Hu, „„ 


1 Tee MAY 
5 Throw whilk be law a Glene of W. 
That gave Diverſion to his Seht: e cab ab N 


By this he quickly coud diſcern | „ = 
A thin wa' leparate Houſe and Barn, ; 
And throw this Rive was in the Wa ; 
All done within the Houſe he aw: ; 


He faw (what ought not to be "oy 

And ſcarce gave Credit to his Een) C: 
The Pariſh Prieſt of reverend fam . 5 

In aQtive Courtſhip with the Dame. | 


To lengthen out Deſcription here, . a 
Wou'd but offend the modeſt Ear, 5 
| And beet the lewder heulen Hame, 
Thar we by Satyre ſtrive to rame. 8 ; 
| Suppoſe the wicked AQton \ cy | 2 | Þ BEE 4 
; And df Jaye ning fil to 1 2 12 5 5 N I 
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Wha aw the Wife us s ar, 0 18 i) of n 
Spread 4 clean Servite on the Table, FEY | 
And ſyne frac the Hz? Ingle bring ben, 
A pyping het young roaſted Hen, | 
And twa good Bottles ſtout and clear, 
Ane of ſtrong Ale, and ane of ber. 


» „e _ IT 


DL 


Bur wicked Luck, n 15 


Shot in his Fork i in Chucky- s Breaſt, 


The unwelcome Miller Bae a Roar, 


| Cry'd, Belſy, 2 ye open the Door Door — 
With chat the haly Lercher fled, 
And darn'd himſel behind a Bed, 


While Beſſy huddled a Things by, 


That nought the Cuckold might eſpy, 


Syne loot him i in z. but out of Tune, 85 


Speer' d, why he let the Mill fac ſoon? 


1 come, ſaid he. as Manners claims, 


To crack and wait on wafer James, 


: Whilk 1 ſoud do, tho ne er ſac 145. 


1 ſent him here, Goodwife, where i 15 he 2 


77 


& Ye ſent him here! Quoth Beſſy, grumbling ;, 1 
« Kend I thus James A Chiel came rumbling : & 


(i N 


« But how was I aſſur d, when 8 u. 1 


& Thar he had been nae thieviſh Spark, 

* Or ſome rude Wencher, gotten a Doſe; 
& That a weak Wife cou'd ill oppoſe.” . 
And whit came of him? Speak nae 1 * 

Cries Halbert in a Highland Anget. | 

"I ſent him to the Barn, quoth ſhe, 
Gae quickly bring him in, quorh he. 


74 MES way broughtin, - the wife v was bawked: 4 : 
Tue Prieſt ſtood cloſs, the Miller cracked 5-- es 
Then ask d his ſunkan looms Spouſe, 
What Supper had ſhein the Houſe, 
That might be ſutable to "+ WW 
Ane of their Lodger's Quality? _ 
Quoth ſhe, Ye may well ken, Goodman, 


Your Feaſt comes frae the Potage Pan; 3; 5 
The Stou'd or Roaſted we afford, 
Are aft great Strangers on our Board. - 
2 Porage, quoth Hab, ye ſenſeleſs Tawpic ! gs 


Think ye this Youth's a Gily- '82WPYs 
* And chat his gentle Stamock's Maſtery, 

* To worry up a Pint of rider, "I r 
nas; e 3 


( 
& Like our Mill Knaves that lift heLadihg;” 


Whaſe Kytes can fireck our like raw Plaiding. 
„ Swith roaſt a Hen, ot fry ſome Chickens, 5 
** And ſend for Ale frac Maggy Pickens. . 


Hout 1, quoth ſhe, ye may well len, e 06 eee eee BAK 

*Tis ill brought butt that's no there | ben, © | 2 
| When but laſt Owk, nae farder gane, 

The Laird got a to pay his Kain, 


nt James, wha had as good a Gueſs | 

| of what was in the Houſe as Beſs, | 
With pawky Smile, this Plea to end, 
p To pleaſe himſel, and caſe his Wield, 


Firſt open'd with a flee Oration, 


His wond'rous Skill in Conjuration. 

| Said he, © By this fell Art I'm able, 

44 To whop aff any great Man's Table, F 

te What eber 1 like to make a Mail of, 
uk Either in part, or yet the haill off; 

4 And if ye Pleaſe, PI ſhaw my Art. f 
Crys, Halbert, Faith with a' my Heart * 

Beſs, ſain d her ſell, ery d ® LORD be here 
And near hand fell a Swoon for Far, 


James 


* 
Gantt leugh, and bade A nairhing dread, 
Syne to his conjuring went with Speed; 


And firſt he draws a Circle round, 
Then utters mony a magick Sound * 
Of Words part Latin, Greek and pa, 
Eno to fright a very Witch : 
; That dong, he ſays, Now, now its TY : 
And in the Boal beſide the Lum: 

Now ſet the Board, - Goodwiſè, gat ben; 
| Bring frae yon Boal 4 roaſted Hen. g 
She wadna bang, but Haby rentur d, 
And ſoon as he the Ambrie enter d, 
It ſinell'd ſac well, he ſhort Time fought f . 


And, wondring, *rween bis Hands he brought i, = 


He view'd it round, and thrice he ſmePd its 


- Syne with a gentle Touch he felt it. 


Thus ilka Senſe he did conveen, 5 
Leſt Glamour had beguiPd his Ben: 
They all in an united Body, 


| Declar'd it a fine fat Homeofvdy: . 
Nae mair abous it, quoth tlie Miller; 


The Fowl looks well, and well fa till bers 2 5 


Sac be't, ſays Jamet, and in a Doup, 
They ap d her up 2 and Rou⁰. 


2 Nin 


1 0. 74. „ 
7 Nur 0!. .ctys Halbert, cou'd your r Skill | 
© Bur help us to a Waught of Ales 
* I'd be oblig'd t'ye a- my Life, 
And offer to the Deel my Wife, 


. 10 ſee if he'll diſereeter make her, 


cc Bur that I'm fleed he winna take her. 
Said James, Te offer very fair, 


The Bargain's haden, {ay nae mair. 


* 


THEN thrice he ſhook a Willow Wand, 
With kirtle Words thrice gave command ; 
Thar done, with Look baith learn'd and grave, 

Said, Now ye 'l get what ye wad have, 
5 Ta Bottles of 45 nappy Liquor, h 
4 s ever ream'd i in Hirn or Bicquor, 
Behind the Ark hat hads your Meal, 
Yell find Twa fanding Corkit well. 
He ſaid, and faſt the Miller flew, 
And frac their Neſt the Bottles drew ; ; | 
Then firſt the Scholar $ Health he roaſted, 
. Whaſe Art had gaut him feed on roaſted. 
-& His Father's neil, — and a? the reſt 
0 his good Ribs . wild jim bel 


Which 


nich 


( 73 * "MY 
Which were © 'erlangſome at 1 ne, | | 
On a ſhort Tale to pur in Rhime. fe 


a+ 
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Tnus while che Miller and the Youth, | 
Were blythly ſlockening of their Drowthy | $4 


Beſs fretting ſcarcely held frac greeting, 
The Prieſt enclos 'd fiogd v vert and ſveating. 


C wow, ſaid Hab, if ane ubs ps 


Dear Maſter lames „ wha broug ht our Char: : 
Sic Laits appear to us ſae aw X 


We hardly think your Learning lawfw. 


* 18 bring your Doubts to a Concluſion, 


6% Says James, ken I'm a Roſiecrucian, 


Ane of the Set that never carries 
4 On Traffick with black Decls or Fairies: 


1 
Ev... 


There's mony a Sp'rit that's no a Deel, 


* There was a Sage call'd Albumaxzor, 


& Whaſe Wit was gleg as ony Razor. 


© Frac this great Man we learn'd the Skill,” 
Jo bring theſe Gentry to our Will, 
6 And theſe appear when we've a Mind, 


4 In ony yy of humane Kind; ade dtd 
25 > K 2 | © Now 


0 76 5 
40 © Now if you'll drap your fooliſh ken, 
* I'll gar my Pacolet * | 


HAB gag d and und his Elbuck cen; 
Baith fear'd and fond a Sp* rit to view: | 

At laſt his Courage wan the Day, 
He to the Scholar's Will gave Way. 


BESSY be this began to ſmell 
A Rat, bur kept her Mind to'r ſell : : 
She pray'd like Howdy i in her Drink, 


But mean Time tipt young James a Wink: 


James frae his Eye an Anſwer ſent, © 
W hich made the Wife right well content; 
Then umd to Bid, and this add, 


What cer ye ſee, be nought ſurpris d; 
© Bur for your Saul move not your * 


And ready ſtand with a great Rung; 
40 Syne as che Sp*rit gangs marching out, 
© Be ſure to lend him a ſound Rout. ö 
6] bidna this be Way of Mocking; 


cc For 9 985 him mair than wee . 


40d Rraight the wild bes 


* 


— — 


1 
4 
x3 
2 
< 
4 
7 


171 0 
Cries, « Radamanthus Man Mingo, . 
& " Monk-borntr, Hipock; Jinko, Yiugo; 
% Appear in Likneſs, of a Prieſt, 
« No like a Deck in Shape bf Bet, 


Cc Wirh gaping Chafts to beg! WL; 2. N f 


ah Wauk forth, the Door ſtands to the \ Wa? ; 


THEN frae the Hole where he Was pent, | 


The Prieſt approach'd right well content, 


With filent Pace trade Oer the Floor, ol $163 


Till he was drawing near the Door A 
Fhen to eſcape the Cudgel ran, 


But was not miſe'd by the Goodman, © 
| Wha lent him on the Net's Lounder, 


Darkneſs ſoon hid him frac their Sight, 


Ben flew the Miller in a Fright,” | . 1 


fy trow, quoth he, [ laid well on 3 
0 But wow he's ke our ain b vun. 
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That gart him o'er the Threſhold founder, ; 


1 p 
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Frae me an auld Dab tak Advice, a 


(178 ): 


EY Ea 
ADVICE n Mo 


, . 


LL Joy to you, and your Emalie, 


Them baith, and tutor well your Joys * 


And hane them baith, if ye be wiſe; vor 
For Warld's Waſters, like poor Criples, bo: 
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May ne'er your Purſe nor Vigour faill e222 
But have a Care how you iwploy..”.. 9 „ f 


— * 


89 * 1 — 7 
N TELE; a - k 4 


Look blunt with Poverty and Ripples; 85 4 
There an Add. Saw to ilk ane notum 
Better to ſave at Braird than Bottom 3 ; : 9 4 
Which means, your Purſe and Perſon ac, 


bas ® 2 .* 


Effectual, or in Verſe or Love. 


Sas far, my Friend, in merry Strain, 


Te gi en a douſe Advice and plain, 


As canny Poets do their Muſe : . 4. 4 
For Whip and ſpurring never prove „ 


* * Z 
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And 1 7 difchirg'd my Conſcienee- 
In Lines, tho' hamely, far {rae Nonſenſe: rat 


Some other Chiel may daftly fing, 2 x ll of 
That kens but little of che Thing, 29 407 0 we 


And blaw ye up with windy Fancies, WY. 1.09 gh 
That he has thigit frac Romances, | ; 150 421 
Of endleſs Raptures, conſtant _ 1201, 0 
That never was, or ne 'er ill bee. 72 
Blake poor Mortals are not Gods, 
And therefore often fall at Odds; 
But little Quarrels now and than, x 
Are nae great Fault een Wife and Aden 
Theſe help right aften to improve, | 
His Underſtanding and her Love. 
Your Rib and you, bout Hours of drinking, 
May chance to differ i in your Thinking „ 
But that's juſt like a Shower in May, 
That gars the Sun-blink ſeem mair gay. 
If er ſhe rak the Pet or Frer, | 5 
Be calm, and yet maintain your State; 2 


And ſmyling, cas her little Foolie, 


Sync wick a Kiß eite a Toolie. Cr 


— 


It ſhaws 2 Spirit low and common. 


eee 


This Mecthod's ever thoughr the bret; agen! 


Than either Cuffs, or Cliſh-ma-claver: , 1 5055 


$4.4 


Ii. 
That with ill Nature treats a Woman; 5 
| They're of a Make. fie nice and fair, | : 
They muſt be manag'd with, ſome Care? | wy 


Reſpect chem, they Il be kind and civil, 1 
Bur diſregarded prove the Devil. 
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